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SOMETHING  MUST  BE  DONE. 


W.  B.  D. 


SOMETHING  MUST  BE   DONE. 


Approach  and  listen  to  my  tale, 

Ye  Whigs  of  high  degree, 
Who,  tossed  before  the  Gladstone  gale, 

Quake  in  the  Irish  Sea. 
You  shiver  in  a  mortal  dread, 

But,  though  you  sigh  and  groan, 
The  only  sentence  you  have  said 

Is — "Something  must  be  done." 

But  what  ?     Come,  cook  it  as  you  will, 

It  all  boils  down  to  this — 
Grand  product  of  Gladstonian  skill ! — 

"  What  isn't  his'n  is  his." 
It  sounds  like  robbery,  'tis  true, 

Nor  stops  at  land  alone  : 
Stocks,  railway  shares,  may  follow  too ; 

But — "  Something  must  be  done." 

'Tis  true,  by  brains  and  diligence 

Jones  raised  himself  to  wealth, 
While  Robinson  had  little  sense. 

And  Brown  was  prone  to  stealth  : 
Then  why  rob  Jones  for  thieving  Brown 

Or  brainless  Robinson  ? 
The  case  is  rather  hard,  I  own. 

But — "  Something  must  be  done." 


To  crowds  and  William  Sykes  how  wrong, 

How  galling  is  the  sight 
Of  food  and  jewel  shops  along 

The  glittering  streets  at  night  ! 
They  fain  would  eat,  and  grasp  the  gold, 

But  money  they  have  none  ; 
To  take  by  force  is  wrong,  we're  told, 

But — "Something  must  be  done." 

Though  Irish  landlords,  as  a  rule, 

Have  done  their  duty  well, 
Perchance  some  impecunious  fool 

Has  tried  his  rent  to  swell ; 
But  yet  'tis  wrong,  convinced  I  am, 

For  Pat  to  take  his  gun 
And  shoot  him  through  the  diaphragm  ; 

Still — "  Something  must  be  done." 

No  economic  laws  allow 

That  owners  be  bereft 
Of  what  they  have,  nor  plead  we  now 

That  property  is  theft. 
Urge  if  you  will,  with  bated  breath, 

That  England's  course  is  run  ; 
But  cease  your  trembling  shibboleth 

That — "  Something  must  be  done," 


W.  B.   D. 

May  27,  1881. 
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PEACE   WITH    DISHONOUR. 


W.  B.  D. 


PEACE   WITH    DISHONOUR. 


Over  an  anxious  land, 

From  sea  to  sea, 
Echoes  a  wild  demand, 

"  Can  it  be  ?     Can  it  be  ?" 
Can  we  have  heard  aright. 
Is  it  but  fancy's  flight. 
Or  tidings  black  as  night. 

Shame  and  Disgrace  ? 
Peace  !     with  the  foe  in  front, 

Boasting  his  victory ! 
Britons  !     'twas  once  your  wont 

Rather  to  die ! 
Then — have  we  all  forgot  ? — 
Though  the)-  might  scheme  and  plot, 
Men  fought  for  England — not 

Party  and  Place ! 

What  from  the  camp  descried. 

Mean  the  forms  flying  ? 
What,  this  receding  tide  ? 
Can  it  be  England's  pride, 
Hurled  down  Majuba's  side. 

Wounded  and  dying  ? 
Still — though  brave  lives  are  lost, 
England  can  pay  the  cost, 
Forward  another  host ! 

Fortune  defying  ! 


No  !  a  base  whisper  heard  ? 
Sue  for  peace — armistice  ! 
Silence  !  nor  say  the  word 

Humiliation  ! 
Breathe  not  the  name  of  it, 
Nor  whose  the  blame  of  it ; 
Blush  for  the  shame  of  it, 
Thou,  once  a  Nation  ! 

Yield  each  position 

Conquered  in  war  ; 
Bribe  the  assassin  ; 
Give  Candahar 
To  the  base  butcher  of  brave  young  Maclaine. 
Leave  the  red  war-snakes 

To  Birmingham  charmers  ; 
Pay  down  your  millions 
For  new  Alabamas ; 
Fill  up  the  measure  of  Europe's  disdain  ! 

Go  with  the  flag  of  truce, 
No  shameful  terms  refuse, 

Homage  to  tender. 
Go,  bid  war's  trumpet  cease  ; 
Welcome  ignoble  peace  ; 

Welcome  surrender ! 
Bluster  before  the  weak, 
But  with  demeanour  meek 
Offer  the  other  cheek  ; 

Bow  to  the  stronger  ! 
Mourn  for  lost  Honour's  track  ! 
Take  thy  proud  banners  back  ! 
Clothe  thy  white  cliffs  with  black  ; 

England  no.  longer ! 

W.  B.  D. 

March  nth,  i88r. 
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